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side twenty or thirty feet; the peach-trees, apple-
trees and vines, tricked out with roses and sun-
flowers, smother up the roofs.

Eight and left from Main Street, crossing it,
parallel to it, lie a multitude of streets, each like
its fellow ; a hard, dusty road, with tiny becks, and
rows of locust, cotton-wood, and philarea, and the
building-land laid down in blocks. In each block
stands a cottage, in the 'midst of fruit trees. Some
of these houses are of goodly appearance as to
size and style, and would let for high rentals in
the Isle of Wight. Others are mere cots of four
or five rooms, in which the polygamous families,
should they ever quarrel, would find it difficult to
form a ring and fight. In some of these orchards
you see two, three houses ; pretty Swiss cottages,
like many in St. John's Wood as to gable, roof,
and paint: these are the dwellings of different
wives. " Whose houses are these ?" we ask a lad
in East Temple Street, pointing to some pretty-
looking villas. " They belong,." says he, " to
Brother KimbalTs family." Here, on the bench, in
the highest part of the city, is Elder Hiram Claw-
son's garden; a lovely garden, red with delicious
peaches, plums, and apples, on which, through the
kindness of his youngest wife, we have been hos-